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THE WEST INDIAN. 
(Continued from page 14.) 


“NOT long after the commence- 
ment of our intimacy with Mr. Sea- 
more and his amiable daughter, I per- 
ceived an alarming change in my 
Theodore; his vivacity forsook him, 
he grew thoughtful and melancholy, 
and a total decline of health seemed 

radually to have taken place. 

“ Atlength, on my entreating him to 
discover to me what secret grief was 
the occasion of this unhappy alteration 
in him, he said—* Alas! my mother, 
itis an hopeless passion, that is thus 
consuming my youth. It is love, to 
which honour, gratitude, and every 
tie of friendship, forbids me to aspire. 
And yet who could behold thee, Julia. 
na, and resist thy soft attractions! Thy 
innocence, thy beauty, and thy heaven- 
ly goodness !—Oh, fortune ! till now, 
I was insensible of thy unkindness! 


Possessed of health and content, I} 


sighed not for affluence I never knew. 


But love has taught me to be ambitious! | 
Why was the curse of poverty entailed | 


on me?” He then told me, that chance 
had discovered the situation of his 
heart to Juliana, and that they had ex- 
changed vows of eternaltruth. *“ But, 
alas !” continued he, “can I, to gratify 
my own passion, thus impose on the 
unsuspecting openness of my generous 
patron ? Can [ return his friendship by | 
reducing his daughter from opulence, 
and the arms of her father, to poverty 
and its attendant miseries? No, my 
mother, rather let me lose her forever, 


} 





than by baseness and ingratitude cease 
to deserve her!” I embraced him with 
transport, and looked up with gratitude 
to Heaven for blessing me with a son 
whose virtues so highly adorned hu- 
man nature. Yet this excess of joy 
was damped by the miserable reflec- 
tion, that I might perhaps ina short 
time lose him for ever. I tried every 
effort to divert the deep meiancholy 


‘to which, with sorrow, I beheld him 


daily made the prey; but finding all 
my attempts ineffectual, I resolved to 
remove to a more distant part of the 
island, hoping that absence and-change 
of objects might restore to my beloved 
son his wonted serenity. With this ree 
solution, I went one day to our friend, 
and disclosed to him the means [ propo- 
sed taking, toextinguisha passion,which 
promised to be fatal, not only to my 
Theodore, but, 1f suffered to take too 
deep root, highly injurious to the peace 
of his charming daughter. When I 
had concluded, the captain, to my sur- 
prize, instead of betraying the least 
chagrin or displeasure at the discovery 
of the reciprocal attachment between 
his daughter and Theodore, told me, 
that he could not discern the least 
reason why it should be injurious to 
either: “If they love each other, why, 








my dear friend,” said he, * should we 
prevent their happine ss? The virtues 
jand accomplishments of your son will, 
‘IT am persuaded, more than counter. 
‘balance. the trifling advantage which 
fortune has given to Juliana.” 

“T was astonished at this uncommon 
‘instance of generosity, and flew imme- 
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ports. 


lips, now with pride, confessed the 
passion her heart had long cherished. 
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diately ‘te communicate the joyful ti- || child, and still on returning at evenin 


dings to-my beloved Theodore; but! to his cottage he found that the dog 
will not attempt to describe his trans- | 
The happiness of his amiable | 


mistress was not less complete; her’ 


had been home, and on receiving his 
allowance of cake had gone off. Struck 
with this singular circumstance, he re- 
mained at home that day, and when 


| the dog, as usual, departed with his 


The hours were revolving in tnis unin- ! cake, he resolved to follow him and 


terrupted course of tranquillity, when | 
the generous Seamore was called to} 


England by the death of a friend, who | 


had appointed him sole guardian to an 


time before meditated a return to the | 


place of his nativity; but this event] presented that appearance which so 


hastened his resolution. We were to 
accompany him ; and, at the request of 
Juliana, her nuptials with Theodore 
were to be deferred till our arrival in 
England. Ina short period we began 
our voyage, and sailed for some weeks 
without interruption: when a storm 
arising, we were in great danger of fall- 
ing victims to its rage: our vessel 
continued two days at the mercy of 
the tremendous hurricane! but at the 
close of the second, when the loud bil- 
lows began to sink in peace, and seren- 
ity again to smile on the agitated deep, 
we perceived that a part of the ship| 
had taken fire. It is impossible to 
describe the horror, the consternation, | 
and unspeakabte anguish, which was 
variously pictured in the countenances 
of the wretched crew. Our only re- 


source was that of the long boat, which | 


was immediately hoisted and filled. 
( To be continued, ) 


— + oe 
CANINE SAGAUITY. 
(Concluded from page 14.) 

Early next morning, the shepherd, 
accompanied by a band of his neigh- 
bors, set out in search of his child, but 
after a day spent in fruitless fatigue, 
he was compelled by the approach of 
night to again return. On reaching his | 
cottage he found that the dog had been | 
home, and oo receiving an oaten cake, 
his usual pittance, instantly disappear- 
ed. Forseveral successive days the 
shepherd renewed the search for his 








| 
| 


find out the cause of this singular pro- 
cedure. The dog led the way toa 
cataract atsome distance from the spot 


| where the child had been left, the banks 
only child. He had, indeed, for some | 


of which almost joined at the top, yet 


_ separated by an abyss of immense depth 











| 














| 











often astonishes and appals the tra- 


'veller who frequents the Grampian 


mountains. Down one of these rug- 
ged and almost perpendicular descents, 
the dog began without hesitation to 
make his way, and at last disappeared 
into a cave, the mouth of which was 
almost on a level with the stream. The 
shepherd with difficulty followed; but 
what were his emotions when he be- 
held the infant, eating with much ap- 
parent satisfaction, the cake which the 
dog had just brought him, while the 
faithful animal stood by eyeing his 
young charge with the utmost compla- 
cence! 


the child was found, it appears that it 


‘ had wandered to the brink of the pre- | 


cipice, and then either fallen or scram- 


bled down to the cave, which the dread | 
_ of the torrent had afterwards prevented | 
him from leaving. The dog by means 
of his scent had traced him to the spot, | 
and afterwards prevented him from | 


starving, by giving up to him his own 


daily food. He appeared never to have 
quitted the child, by night or day, ex- 


cept when it was necessary to go for 
his food ; and then he was always seen 


running at full speed, to and from the 
cottage. 


+a 4 ore 


MODERATION, 

In every age, the search of both | 
young and old, of the virtuous and the 
| unjust, of the philosopher and the li- 





From the situation in which | 
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loaded with the noblest and most va- 


ad | 


bertine, has been that of happiness. — 
Numerous have been the opinions of 
the means by which it mightbe attained; 
yet none seem to have succeeded more 
in their attempts, than those who have 
maintained a medium between sensual 
and mental delight and misery.—The 
stoics and epicurians seem equally to 
have failed: in vain did the former 
endeavour to stifle the feelings of na- 
ture in indifference ; and equally use- 
less and absurd was the licentious 
conduct of the latter, in the hope of 
burying in excess every recollection of 
misery.—Cincinaatus may, perhaps, 
be classed among the first of the an- 
cient examples of felicity. Unambi- 
tious of the life of a courtier, con- 
tented with his situation, thrice he 
reluctantly quitted the tranquillity of a 
sequestered life, and thrice he return- 
ed to enjoy the quiet of domestic bliss; 











luable honours he could receive, the 
blessings of the people, and the con- 
scious satisfaction of being the deliv- 
erer of his country. Alexander, on the | 
contrary, though victor of the world, | 
wept for more extended dominion ; | 
and, although the destroyer of empires, | 
yet so little was his self command, that | 
intemperance was the cause of his) 
death. Since, then, this quality is | 
productive of so great advantages; | 
since it is the principal avenue to ter- 








restrial felicity ; whilst, on the contra- | him, exclaimed, ‘* Now I ought to thank these 


ry, excess leads but to destruction and 
remorse; with what studious care 
should we pursue the former virtue, 
and avoid the latter evil. K. B. 
— oo 
SATIREs 
Hints for the economy of Time. 


No time to be expended on thought, as no- 
thing comes of it among men of fashion, 
The wear and tear of time by constant use 
to be avoided, as so precious an article ought 
to be employed sparingly. 
Time often to be protracted by long and 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 
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Make up your mind at once and irrevocably 


on every question: by this meang you save the 
time that would be otherwise lost in choosing, 
and need never after waste a moment in hear- 


ing what another man has to say. 

Avoid the acquisition of too many ideas, 
which will demand considerable time to ar- 
range themselves in your mind. The fewer 
your ideas, the more speedily will your mea- 
sures be taken, and your resolutions formed ; 
it being a much shorter process to determine 
with two ideas, than halfa score. 

Dispossess yourself as much as possible of 
all feeling for other men; for this is giving to 
others a claim upon your time; and while you 
are sympathizing with their sufferings, they 
are stealing a march upon you. 

Rob other men of as much of their time as 
possible, by way of saving your own; thisisa 
golden rule, and a most singular economy. 

Let all your time be spent upon yourself, 
and let your constant admiration of your own 
perfections absorb all the praise that is due 
from you to others. 


es 

An author of mean talents and uncommon 
vanity, boasted among his friends that he was 
then about a work which no one had hitherto 
attempted, or ever would undertake, but him- 
self. ‘‘I suppose,” said a wit, ‘* you mean ¢i- 
ther a panegyric or a Commentary upon your own 
works!” - 


+ Ee 


The princess of Conti, daughter'to Louis 
XIV. speaking to the ambassador of Morocco, 
highly disapproved of the plurality of wives 
which prevails among the Mahometans. ** We 
should only require one each,” replied the gat- 
lant ambassador, ‘if each resembled you, ma- 
dam !” 


ee ee 
An author endowed with more philosophy 
than is generally attributed to the irritable race, 
on reading some ill written pamphlets against 


gentlemen for proving to the public that others 
can write worse than I.” 


A gentleman dined one day with a dull 
preacher. Dinner was scarcely over before the 
gentleman fell asleep, but was awakened by the 
divine and invited to go and hear him preach. 
‘*I beseech you sir,” said he, **to excuse me, 
I can sleep very well where I am.” 





ea 
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|| When Dr. Johnson visited the university of 
St. Andrews, (at that time famous for confer. 





yeaa lounges, by way of making the most 
of it. 

When time is heavy with lassitude, and dull 
with occupation, be tender of using it in this 
torpid and vapourish condition, and endeavour 


| ring degrees without mueh discrimination,) he 
| veal occasion to enquire of one of the profes- 
sors into the state of their funds, and being told, 
that they were not so affluent as some of their 
neighbors. ‘‘ No matter,” said the Doctor 











to refresh it by the slumbers of inanity. 





drily, * persevere in the plan you have formed, 
24% 


and vou will get rich dy degrees! 


20 (Ct THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 





For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 


BALLAD. 
Sweet is the hour when the breezes are still, 
When eve’s dewy mantle wraps valley and hill: 
And sweet ’tis in spring time at morning to 
rove ; 
And sweet is the kiss from a lip that we love. 
But sweeter the tear drop that pity bids flow, 
When sympathy soothes the torn bosom of woe. 
Sweet to the minstrel is solitude’s hour, 
When best his thoughts wander to fancy’s 
bright bower ; 
And blissful to pain is the moment of ease, 
But oh! there’s a moment yet sweeter than 
these. 
‘Tis when after long absence, dear friends are 
nigh, 
And joy wipes the tear from affliction’s eye. 
Rosa. 
—e ¢ Geo 
PAPER. 
Some wit of old, (such wits of old there were) 
Whose hints shew’d meaning, whose allusions 
care ; 
By one grave stroke to mark all human kind, 
Call’d clear blank paper, ev’ry infant mind ; 
Where still as op’ning sense her dictates wrote, 
Fair virtue, put a seal, or vice, a blot. 
The thought was happy, pertinent and true ; 
Methinks a genius might the plan pursue, 
I—can you pardon my presumption ?—I, 
No wit, no genius, yet for once will try. 
Various the papers various wants produce, 
The wants of fashion, elegance, and use. 
Men are as various ; and if right I scan, 
Each sort of paper represents some man. 
Pray note the fop, with many a pert grimace, 
Nice, as a bandbox were his dwelling-place. 
He’s the gilt paper, which apart you store, 
And lock from vulgar hands in the scrutore. 
The wretch, whom ay’rice bids to pinch and 
spare, ' | 
Starve, cheat, and pilfer, to enrich—an heir, | 


) Observe the maiden, innocently swect! 
She’s fair white paper, an unsully’d sheet, 
On which the happy man, whom fate ordains, 


One instance more, and only one I’ll bring, 

’*Tis—the great man, who scorns a little thing. 

W hose thoughts, whose deeds, whose maxiins 
are his own, 

Form’d on the feelings of his heart alone ; 

True genuine royal paper is his breast, 

Of all the kinds most precious, purest, best. 








— + 
PRINCE HOEL’S SONG. 
Versified from Southey’s Madoc. 
I’ve harness’d thee my steed of grey, 
And thou shalt bear me to the walls, 
Where in dazzling splendor gay, 
Bright the glitt’ring sun.beam falls. 
Dear to me those walls so white, 
When I wake and when I dream; 
Where before my fair one’s sight, 
Floats the sea-mew on the stream. 
How I love the storm struck dwelling 
Which the restless ocean laves ! 
On its walls, so proudly swelling, 
Ever break the sounding waves. 
There she dwells the beauteous maid, 
Fairer than the ocean spray, 
Lovelier than the charms display’d 
In the garden bed of May. 
Still for ber I ceaseless pine, 
See but lier in crowded halls; 
When the sun’s bright beams decline, 
Fancy Mes to those dear walls. 
I throughout the sleepless night, 
Think of her, ’till health is flown; 
| Fled the visions of delight, 
| The flush of youth forever gone. 
| Pale as ocean to the view, 
On a dreary sunless morn ; 
Victim of a love too true, 
Still for her I pine forlorn. 
I pine for her; yet heave a sigh, 
Of tender pity while I pine, 








|| That she should view with scornful eye, 


A love, so pure, so warm as mine. 
—— + a 
THE BEE AND BELL FLOWER. 
In a bell flow’r the couch of a fay, 





Is coarse brewn paper, such as pedlars choose 

To wrap up wares, which better men will use. 

Take next the miser’s contrast, who destroys, 

Health, fame, and fortune, in a round of joys. 

Will any paper match him? Yes, throughout 

He is mere waste paper, past any doubt. 

The retail politician’s anxious thought 

Deems this side always right, and that stark 
nought. 

He foams with censure, with applause he raves, 

A dupe of rumours, and a tool of knaves. 

He’ll want no type his weakness to proclaim, 

While such a thing as fool’s-cap has a name. 

The hasty gentleman, whose blood runs high, 

Who picks a quarrel if you step awry, 


A bee lay embower’'d from the heat; 
He rail’d at its hue, though so gay, 
When he’d rified the nectar so sweet. 
Till Phebus withdrew his last beam, 
The snarler continued his din; 
At last, in the height of his theme, 
It closed him a captive within. 
Ye rovers revile not love’s boy, 
I vow he won’t let you go free ; 
The urchin hath snares to destroy, 
Like the beautiful bell flower and bee. 
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Who can’t a jest, or hint, or look endure ; | 
What is he? What, touch paper to be sure. 





TER Box is placed for literarycommunications. 





May write his name, and take her for his pains. 
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